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,    Another voice took up the cry, and another and another.    Till
the whole troop roared as one man, " We follow you, Sahib."

" It is well.   Sections right.   March.   Gallop."   They thundered
away in pursuit of their own blood-brothers.

" For God's sake, sir!" the English sergeant's voice was breathless,
his face white beneath the sweat-streaked dust. " Fly. The men
have mutinied."

Colonel Finnis, of the llth Native Infantry, buckled on his sword.
" Calm yourself, Sergeant. Not quite the moment to talk of run-
ning away, is it? Collect as many officers as you can and join me on
the parade ground."

The llth and 20th Native Infantry were drawn up in line, a
line that heaved and swayed with excitement. Undaunted, Finnis
rode along the ranks of his own regiment exhorting, calming, reason-
ing. " I think they'll hold," he said to his second in command. And
rode over to the 20th, where officers, equally gallant, were not
proving equally successful. A shout rose from the rear ranks, "Here
is another accursed Feringhi! What are we waiting for? Mow!
NLaro!"

" Steady, men.   For God's sake, steady."

But they were beyond steadying. A shot rang out. The colonel's
horse shied as the bullet sang close over his head. He checked it
with a firm hand. " Listen, my children. Have ye forgotten-----"

A ragged volley cut him short. The horse reared and plunged.
Its rider swayed for an instant in the saddle, dived headlong. The
lines broke and surged forward, sweeping over the little groups of
white officers, obliterating them as the incoming tide obliterates
castles in the sand. And the bells of Evensong, summoning men to
a God of peace and loving-kindness, rang out their requiem.

The native orderly halted a moment, looking about him with keen
suspicious eyes. On his right a bungalow was burning fiercely, but
the bungalow that was his objective was in darkness, inert and, it
seemed, intact. He was in time. Keeping as far as possible in the
shadows he moved <qui'ckly towards it, halted again to listen, then
vaulted over the verandah rails and passed into the dark house.
Silence. Silence broken suddenly by the whimper of a child, as
studdenly stifled as though a hand had been placed over its mouth.

t( Memsabih, Memsahib" the orderly whispered urgently. " Where
are you?'